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At the ending-stave then it after befalleth
That the shell of his body sinks fleeting away,
And falleth all fey; and another one fetcheth,
E'en one that undolefully dealeth the treasure,
The earl's gains of aforetime, and  fear  never

heedeth.
From  the bale-envy ward  thee,  lief   Beowulf,

therefore,

Thou best of all men, and choose thee the better,
The redes everlasting; to o'erthinkihg turn not,
O mighty of champions! for now thy might
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For a short while of time; but eft-soon it shall be
That sickness or edges from thy strength thee

shall sunder,

Or the hold of the fire, or the welling of floods,
Or ttie grip of the sword-blade, or flight of the

spear,

Or eld the all-evil: or the beaming of eyen
Shall fail and shall dim: then shall it be forth-
right

That thee, lordly man, the death over-masters.
E'en  so I the  Ring-Danes for an hundred of

seasons
Did wield under the welkin and lock'd them by
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From many a kindred the Middle-Garth over